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Daria with  widely set,   amorous  eyes,   and  twisting his
moustache with dignity.
" Why, you know, Yakov Yefimich, the regiments
retreated. It's a serious time. . . ."
" You're right, it is ! You should have brought us some
pickled cucumbers and cabbage, or some dried fish. . . .
The tiny hut was heated to suffocation.  After a drink*
Piotra turned to his business.
" There's a lot of talk in the villages that the Cheka has
arrived and is laying hands on the cossacks," he remarked.
" A Red Army Tribunal has arrived in Vieshenska. But
what of it ? What are you bothered about it for ? "
" You know, Yakov Yefimich, I'm regarded as an officer.
And everybody can see it for themselves."
" Well, and what then ? " Fomin felt that he was master
of the situation. His slight intoxication made him self-
confident and arrogant. He stroked his moustache and stared
at Piotra fixedly and authoritatively.
Piotra played up to him, and became humble and servile
in his attitude, though adopting a slightly more familiar tone:
" You and I have served together.  You can't say any-
thing bad about me. Was I ever against you ?  Never I
God strike me, but I was always on the side of the cossacks ! "
" We know.  Don't you fear, Piotra Pantalievich !   We
know them all through and through. They won't touch you.
But there are some we shall touch ! There are lots of
serpents left behind hiding their weapons. . . . You've given
yours up ?  Ah ? "
The transition from Fomin's slow speech to his pressing .
inquiry was so swift that for a moment Piotra lost control^
of himself, and the blood flooded to his face.
" You've given them up ? Well, what are you waiting
for ? " Fomin insisted, leaning across the table.
" Of course we have, Yakov Yefimich. Don't you think
. . . with open heart. ..."
" With open heart! We know your open hearts ! I'm a
local man, you know ! " Fomin drunkenly winked. " Shake
hands with a rich cossack with one hand, and hold a knife
in the other. . . . The dogs ! There aren't any open hearts
here. I've seen through many people in my time. The
traitors! But don't you fear, they won't touch you. My
word is gold! "